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One ina 
million shot. 


The same thing 
happens fo lots of kids 
all over every day. 


y 


Only for whatever 
reason | got hurt. 


Ir 


a 


I have a little scar And if he ever found it, 
across my vulva he wouldn’t have known 
and clitoral hood. what to do fo it, even if 
; | could feel it. 


| got to ride in 
an ambulance with 
the sirens on. 
That was neat. 


Not that Jerry 
could see it in 
the dark. 


He jabbed at me like a 
woodpecker on a tree for 
a good fifteen minutes. 


| think that’s why | 
decided to let him 
fuck me? 


My parts weren't 
going to know what 
good touching felt 
like anyway, so 
anything was better 
than Rickey 
Henderson here 
trying to steal third 
all night long. 


And word got 
around | guess. 


Sex was like a 
driver's license in 
high school. It was 
a currency. 


And, post-Pill 
and pre-AIDS? 
| got rich. 


—theyre usually 
the popular girls. 


| And the popular girls 
go to all the parties. 


You start partying a 
little bit and then the 
next thing you know... 


.. you start to meet 
people that party a /of. 


And what did | care? | worked hard. | busted 
my ass. | was in the top of my class and had 
held part-time jobs since | was fifteen. 


A little partying 
went a long way 
in those days. 


| got into State. 
And while it wasn't 
quite a free ride, 
my family was 
more than eligible 
for the financial 
aid that wouldve 
sent me there. 


There’s 


financial The 
aid, see? scholarship 
covers like 
eighty percent, 
and then 


Fifteen 
thousand dollars 
of loans means 
eleven thousand 
dollars of debt, 
and that’s before 

interest. 


ld worked so hard to And he wouldn't let 
get away from here. me go because itd 
| cost him money. Solhad to escape. tr 


“~~ IU iE 
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SHEWED-UP BEsc ne = 


= o = 


To get away from 
him. From this 
whole shit town, 
this whole shit life. 


Fy; 


In the meantime 


Two years at a junior : : e Id do anything to 
college wouldn't be anything. Ty, feel anything but 
Hell, even / could afford that. what I was feeling. 


1 
y | could try again 
) with financial aid 
for a free ride my 
last two years. 


So, if youre wondering, “how 
does a nice girl like me get 
started” doing what | did, it 
was just that easy. 


See, sometimes 
that’s what party 
girls do, and | am 
nothing if not a 
good sport. 


| was a party girl. 
| thought | was a 

smart girl. Then | 
learned— 


LADIES 
\ | worked forty 
BECAUSE OF in hours plus to 
PATRIARCHY bring home 
$182.35. This girl 
Just made that 
much shaking her 
ass to AC/DC for 


—the really smart : / three minutes. ea 


girls watch the r ; \ 
fucking money. : Sh, 
ce — om | So now who's 


the dummy? 


— 


| 


Dancers are like 
contractors. You 
pay to work in 
clubs. Your first 
money of the 
night is like your 
stage rent. 


Bring in $300 
during a shift and 

less rent and tipout 
you walk with $200. 


That rate nets you 
$1300 a week— 
$30-something an 
hour versus 


4 Then, at least 


Wy where / danced, mar 
CAME 30% ‘oped out eee 
Bee el to $4.55 an hour. 
the staff, 


security, and DT 
Jazzy Jag-Off. 


ALL RIGHT ‘N 
FELLAS PUT YOUR 
HANDS TOGETHER 
FOR THE LATEST 
LITTLE DANCER AT 
TWIN PEEKS -- IINliIITS 
JAZMINNNNNNE! 


And that’s how “a nice 
girl like me ended up 
in a place like this.” 


Because fuck 
minimum wage. 


Because get paid. 


Rent, food, utilities, and gas. 
Call that three bills a month, 


twelve months, $36,000. 


Let's say | wanted to cover 
my whole tuition shortfall— 
that no more merit 
scholarships came my way, 
that nothing changed. 


Those ridiculous 

shoes dont grow on 
trees. There were 
work-related expenses. 


Earning $1300 a week 
means you could clear 
$70,000 in about a year. 
Less taxes and youre 
around $50,000 net. 


And cocaine. 
Turns out, |! love 
cocaine. | 


I'd have the money 
in a year. Everything 
f a was awesome. 


Chasing after thrills, 
blitzed to the gills on blow, 
was fucking awesome. 


It might as well have And there were men 
been shaking hands, dying to shake my hand 
for what little | could and wanted to pay for 
feel during sex. the privilege of trying. 


Never mind | was stuck in a zero-sum 
bummer game—for the short term, | 
was hot, high, and smart enough to not 
hook up with some deadbeat jag-off. 


It was just me 
and Mr. Jones. 


There's a 

narrative that 

Bi pe ie All my so-called ‘damage’ 

damaged. To did was rid me of 

hell with that. whatever sex hang-ups 
the straight world’s 
sex-and-shame narrative 
inflicts on everybody. 


And it’s fun. That's 
what you never hear 
about. I7’s a blast. 


You dance fo loud music 
for money and you 
laugh and flirt and shake 
your ass and get paid 
cash for it every night. 


| deferred my entry 
again and kept dancing 
and getting high. 


School 
wasn’t going 
anywhere, 
right? 


| was in it for 
the fun and 
the money. 


And after a while cocaine and 
titty-shaking loses its edge. 


So hey, why not try a 
little modeling? 


Make even more 
than dancing 
and you make it 
faster. 


It felt fun. 


It felt glamorous. 
It felt naughty. 


It felt dangerous. 


Throw in a little 
bump of blow and 
for the first time 
in my life... 


JAZMINE ST. 
COCAINE?!? 


Goes by “Dr. Ana 
Kincaid” now. And 
she can... 


Can go to 
Cumworld 
too. 


Now: how do the 
Sex Police actually 
KNOW about any of 
this stuff? 


| have no 
fucking clue. But 
there’s more than 
Just you and me 
and them. WAY 
more. 


..convenient 
for you, right? | 
mean, Ms. Jazmine 
St. Cocaine is like 
the queen of your 
Cumworld, right? 


Waitll 
you hear 
what she’s 
doing now. 
She— 


| really don’t 
even fucking 
care, Jon. 


Apparently. 


Well how's 
Robert 
Rainbow? 


-ly RIGHT, | was a WRECK, | 
was SELF-MEDICATING and 
not taking care of myself 
and everything else, YES, 
you were right. 


WHOA! WHOA! 
HEY NOW. 
EVERYBODY, 
LET'S CALM 
DOWN AND NOT 
MAKE THIS 
WORSE. 


REALLY, 
JON? 


—and maybe 
if you MANNED 
UP— 


But where the 
fuck do you get 
off saying— 


LET'S NOBODY 
SAY ANYTHING 
WE CAN'T WALK 
BACK FROM 
NOW, GUYS, 
COME ON. 


—had listened to me 
maybe the Sex Police 
wouldn't have taken a 

fucking WRECKING 
BALL to it! 


Do you really 
think it’s my 
fault? 


—ucking 
CRAZY-ASS— 


OH JESUS 
JON. 


| didnt 
mean it. I 
was just— 


We could’ve 
— it was my gotten the 
fault, Suze. | money 
broke into her but I— 
house. |— 


—I fucked 
up, | said 
something 
mean, | 
didnt— 


It is, it’s 
my fault. 


goddamn 
place was 
all | wanted 
to do and 
[— 


What are 
we gonna 
do? 
What are 


we gonna 
do, Jon? 


It wasnt 
your job. 
Its not 
your fault. 


(... [really 
wasn't ready 


for this. 


Pn 
know what | was 
expecting. en. Ahey 
Ppa! igen 
y i e shit out o 
The books . = = 5; 
are the only — 7 this place. 
things here 
not broken. 
destroyed = 
EA everything out |~ 
of spite. 


Oh, shit, | don't 
want to start 
crying again... 


I'm scared. 
lm not sad, just 
scared. 


Hey, baby, 
don’t cry. 


Scared? 
Scared of 
what? 


Were gonna 
buy a building 
outright and 
put a library 
in it. 


| have a plan 
and it scares 
me a little, 
is all. 


What scary 
plan do you 
have? 


Yknow, | must've 
left my wallet in my 
other ass because 

| dont seem to think 

we have the money or 

credit to do that. 


..but you have a big 
crazy Crazy Board of 
people like us the Sex 
Police keep tabs on. 


That's a lot 
of people that 
might want to 
help us fight 

them. 


the bank-robbing 
3 business. 


Were gonna get a 
bunch of weirdos like 
us together and fuck 
with the Sex Police 
for fucking with us. 


And we'll only stop 
when we make that 
Rich Dick buy it for us 
and they stop keeping 
tabs on everybody. 


iy ——Fucking... sex 
fascists. It’s not 
right. It’s — it’s 

not right. 


7 Okay we have Because | want 
to get back to my to fuck your brains 
place, quick. out again, and I'l be 
¢ goddamned if | get stuck 
out in the middle of a 
demolition zone with 
my cock out. 


ANDRA 


 — 


OSH 
mae, 


Drop your 


cocks, ladies! 


The set of The Lick-Ed 
and the Divine was 
abuzz with activity in 
anticipation of my 
first scene. 


1 Vv Wuxi 


Me and our 
co-star, Mr. 
Daniel Day 
Screwits. 


| Easy for 
her to say. 


But, Juci, 
('m only 
seventeen. 


socks and grab your 


| dont care, 

Amateurassu. | 
have to have 

dat ass. 


And theoretically, 
these things are 
made to pass 
babies. I'd be fine. 


lick-ed and 
divine. 


~ | 


Porn would be a pool \ 


Now get over 
here and join 
the ranks of the 


j 


Modeling meant freezing 
in place like a statue, 
pretending to fuck some 
stranger, pretending to 
be getting off alone. 


ania 7 OY 


Pretending 
gets old. 


Id dip a slow toe in. 
Girl-girl only at first, 
nothing extreme, P) 
nothing too outré. 


ie 


the 


I#’s hot under those lights. Ve 


j= 


everything 
you have! 


She was true to her word. 


She was very careful. 
I'd always be thankful 
for that. You hear 
stories, yknow? 


She got out of the game a couple 
years later. Heard she’s got a kid now, 
settled down somewhere back east. 


~—S 


Another thing I'd 
always be thankful for. 


Between the size of 
Daniel Day-Screwits’... 
talent... and the way 

“Clit” used it... 


She found something 
somewhere | didn’t 
know existed. 


Something miraculous. 


Turns out there was 
something secret and 
beautiful buried inside 
me all this time. 


It was like finding a 
new sense, for 


Ye god's sake. 
bP ~ 


Ive talked to girls who were 


< so blasé about their orgasm. 


It was like finding 
out | was a 
superhero. 


Like it was another thing to do, 
like | was making it too mythical, 
too big. Like it wasn’t important. 


This is huge for me. 


I+ was elusive. 
It was crafty. 


| had anew jones, 
a new high, a new 


That was the last \ Blow just didn't do — thing to chase. 


- day I did cocaine, if it for me anymore. ~ 
you can believe it. \ 


I¥d happen with 

women more I+ could happen with 

often than men. | dont place myself on dicks, toys, fingers, But not always the 
a particularly W4W or hands. same dicks, toys, 


spite "as fingers, or hands. 


SSIONARY 


OSITION: 
THE MOVIE 


ally, the adaptation 
we’ve all been 
waiting for!” 


It took a lot of stl) / \. (x : Excited but not 
prep work. | had to be nervous focused. 
- but not stressed. 
| had to be... there 
were certain 
mental factors. 


Chasing it made 
it run faster. 


| 


To get there, | needed 
the right net, the 

speed, the right frame 
of mind to wait it out. 


[f, Like trying to 
catch a goldfish 


It’s happened exactly 
seventeen times in 
my life to date. 


PENIS P. PARKER TRACEE LABEH 


\ 
\ 
\ za ap) , 


5.07" 
10.0- 14-9 y Tae- 
Metaphys' Teleolo9y 
Spa Clean for the first time in 


F few years, | threw 
| made eighty-four of More, if you count the : ‘i i 
those fucking movies. best-of and compilation sey Pes oer uene: 


tapes they made with me 
MK in ‘em, but | don't, because 
they never pay you 
anything for those. 


| was learning. 


Exploring. 


Why was it 
happening to me? 


And why couldn't 
it happen all 
the time? 


l went to seven 
colleges in all. 


PRINCEToWs 
UNIVERSIY 


EST. 1892 
“Together, we are a school” 


Someone would | didn't care, but | got a degree, and 
recognize me. sooner or later another, and another. 
it became a 


distraction and 
td transfer. errr 


And then one day | 
found myself in a 
research position on 
faculty with tenure 

and a class of grad 
students to teach 
twice a year. 


As I'm not in the literature 5 habe 
department, | can’t say if een ae 

its irony or parody that | Ps Part: 
teach horology. 


Dr. Ana Kincaid 
See, even before | HOROLOGY 


froze it, | was 
obsessed with the 
study of time. 


My magnetic 
7 5 read? If you 
north and so: didnt already 
—_— —— | schedule 
Jen, a —— office hours, 
Kincaid? then | cant— 


—youre 
not my 
students. 
Who are 
you? 


Um, my 
name is 
Jon. This 
is my 
girlf— —my, 
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I dont give \ 


a shit. 


Girlfriend. 
Suzie. 
Suzanne. 
Hi. 


We, uh, 
well, first of F, 
lam a huge 
fan, and 
second— 


See, 
we, uh. 
There's 
a— 


Okay, So, 
when | wa- 


Do strange 
things happen 
when you have 

orgasms, Dr. 
Kincaid? 


E EStrange things 


with time? 


SEND YOUR THOUGHTS, SEXUAL QUESTIONS, AND TIPS ON HOW TO GET STAINS OUT TO 
EMAILTHESEXCRIMINALS@GMAIL.COM. YOUR TYPOS/SHAME ARE YOUR OWN AND WILL BE RUN AS RECEIVED. 
ALL ASSUMED OK TO PRINT UNLESS STATED OTHERWISE. 


HELLO SEXY CATS AND 
SEXUALIZED KITTENS, it’s 

me, Matt, back in the ‘swing’ of 
‘things’ (seriously ’'m sitting 

in like a swing that’s made of 
dicks) and ready to ‘open’ ye olde 
SEXCRIMS ‘mailbag’ (seriously 
there’s a large satchel and 
inside of it are letters people 
have sent via post to we here at 
SEXCRIMCO World HQ). 


Let’s see, let’s see. What the fuck 
do I have to say to you people. 
Well, first off, you will very soon 
be able to purchase JUST THE 
TIPS, a sex-help book by Chipper 
and me ripped like a sheet of 
warm defoliating wax from the 
pubic hair that is the pages of 
this very column. Highlights 
from our favorite letters (mostly 
all y’all telling awesome stories 
either about how fuck-stupid 
you were once upon a time or 
about how you found boner-fuel 
in the forest primeval) and tips, 
the history of the greatest Sex 
Moves of all time, pick-up lines, 
suggestions for dirty talk, erotic 
fiction, erotic nonfiction, a size 
lineup of presidential penii and 
a whole lot more. It costs... uh... 
like twelve bucks maybe? It’s 
like this section, only ten times 
longer, 90% new material, and in 
a small hard book. Just in time to 
come down everyone’s chimney. 


Then there’s SEXCRIM10, which 
wraps up this volume. It’ll be, oh, 
seven or eight weeks at best. We 
were hoping for end of December, 
but it’s probably gonna slip. More 
on that in a second. 


Then the second collection— 
TWO WORLDS ONE COP-—hits, 
collecting 6-10, with all new shit, 
too. Like Jon dies and Kegelface 
is now a dude? Why not. That’s 
$14.99. 


CRIMINALS 


VOLUME TWO 
TWO WORLDS. 
ONE COP 


MATT FRACTION 
CHIP ZDARSKY 


THEN after that comes BIG 
HARD SEX CRIMINALS, a loverly 
oversized hardcover collecting 
1-10, along with all of the 
collectionbackmatter, ANDEVEN 
MORE ALL NEW SHIT, including a 
lot of amazing stuff that Chip put 
in that my stupid word balloons 
covered up. That’s $39.99. 


—— 


al 


So. After issue ten we’re going 
to cool our jets and get our 
lead time back. We’ve slipped 
inexcusably these last fiveissues 
and that’s no good for you, for 
us, for retailers, for America, for 
Earth, for anybody. March, I think, 
will see us back. 


BUT—BUT BUT! 


We have something really 
amazing planned to launch 
volume three. More about THAT... 
in the next Letter Daddies. In the 
meantime, here are some clues to 
puzzle out: One thousand dollars. 
Pink polybags. Extraordinary 
pornography. Okay. Send all your 
solutions to BRIMP THIS SHIT c/o 
Image Comics 1234 Anywhere St. 
Berkeley, CA 1010101011-101010. 


NOW SOME FUCKING LETTERS. 


| love reading about the first time 
people “discovered” themselves, 
and it got me thinking. | remember 
a hot summer night when | was just 
a young lad of 12 or 13. | had just 
showered, and was laying in bed 
under a sheet. The fan was blowing 
in my direction, causing the sheet 
to rub against me. | felt a new and 
strange sensation, while | laid there 
reading a Star Wars novel (Tales of 
the Bounty Hunters). 


SEX TIP Turn “social media” into “sex-haver media” 
and livetweet that hando as it happens! 
This tip has “69” likes. 


| think | suppressed this memory for 
almost 20 years, but I’m pretty sure 
the first time | came, | was reading 
about Boba Fett. But it could have 
been IG-88. Is this shame | feel, or 
is it pride? Thank you for letting me 
cum clean. (See what | did there?) 


Brandon 


The first time I had a wet dream, 
I was sixteen and living in a 
dorm in art school. In the dream 
I was in a warm and radiant 
amniotic fluid inside a kind of 
black cocoon —very Giger- 
esque—and then was moved, 
almost peristaltically, through the 
cocoon, which became a kind of 
channel, anintestine of sorts that 
I was being propelled through. 


This led to a large chamber, a 
kind of tank—a curved, bulbous 
vat, the same odd bioluminescent 
light visible. | became aware of 
two things—that I was being 
observed, and that there was 
another person in the vat with 
me, a woman, who had entered 
through a similar channel. 


The fluid began to swirl and move 
as though it were a whirlpool. I 
andmy counterpart were dragged 
helplessly along in the undertow 
until we physically collided. 
The fluid rushed us along faster 
and got hotter and then our two 
bodies sort of fused together 
and, once we were recreated as 
this intersexual being, we fucked 
ourselves silly. 


Then I woke up and realized Pd 
shot a load onto my Star Wars 
sheets (because when you’re 
sixteen regressive irony is 
fucking HILARIOUS), right across 
a drawing of Princess Leia, and 
was like -- well, surely, there’s 
a metaphor or symbol here or 
something. 


Honest to Galactus I’ve never 
had a wet dream. As soon as my 
dreams become sexual | wake up 
because my body is finely tuned 
to have sex at a moment’s notice. 
-CZ 


Shit is this actually where | send a 
letter for sex criminals? 
If not, them I’m fucked. 


Regardless, | just wanted to say 
that Sex Criminals, your work, is 
teaching me a lot about, well, sex. 
It’s also teaching me a lot about 
connection, the real kind, and how 
its hard to maintain. | can’t ever 
express how much this comic 
matters. In a world of censorship 
and Internet Porn exists, | find it 
funny that a comic talking about why 
sex matters in a realistic relationship 
(okay maybe the time stop shit 
makes it less so) is taken down 
while videos called ‘my ex girlfriend 
fucks me dry’ exist. 


| guess all | gotta say is that coming 
from a background where | saw 
some shit, and then never had 
these things explained to me, it 
was hard coming to terms with 
what making love, making whoopy, 
draining your cheese in a special 
bologna taco, meant. Sex Criminals 
at least addressed what made me 
wonder, and at the same time, it 
takes light of these situations cause 
fun does matter in sex. 


| just gotta thank y’all for chugging 
along and telling me why talking 
about sexuality does matter. 


Manny P. 


Okay first off, never, ever,use the 
phrase “draining your cheese ina 
special bologna taco” anywhere 
other than these pages where 
you will not be judged or shamed. 
But seriously shame on you dude 
jesus CHRIST. 


Second -- I can’t imagine how... I 
suppose this is the job of every 
generation, to look at a younger 
generation and shake your 
head and say ‘in my day,’ but I 
can’t imagine how much more 
treacherous and complicated 
and confusing and alienating the 
world of sex and sex awareness 
is in these days of porntube and 
youporn and pornporn. IN MY 


DAY ANAL SCENES WERE ONLY 
DONE BY THE EUROPEAN GIRL 
THAT DIDN’T HAVE ANY LINES 
AND THERE WAS ONLY ONE 
SCENE AND IT WAS WEIRD AND 
RARE AND NOW ANAL ISN’T 
EVEN ITS OWN CATEGORY IT’S 
LIKE ITS OWN DIVISION WITH 
DIFFERENT KINDS OF ANAL 
UNDER IT SERIOUSLY THERE IS 
SO MUCH BUTT STUFF THESE 
DAYS YOU GUYS. 


I guess what I’m saying is the 
specifics might change, but 
the universal truths apparently 
remain -- it’s weird for everyone, 
none of us know who we are until 
we maybe figure out who we 
aren’t, and puritan zealots have 
choked knowledge and science 
and empowerment out of our 
schools. Brimp on, brimper. 


I'd like to add you to my professional 
network on LinkedIn. 


Kyle S. 


Go fuck yourself, Kyle. 


| couldn't be happier to have found 
this book, and at the perfect time. 
Going through all that romantical, 
sexual drama that most people 

do. And it’s nice to see a book that 
is blatant, open, heartfelt, honest, 
and funny as hell. Like... you know 
those times where you have a 
threesome with your fiance to try 
to salvage your relationship and 

all it makes you realize is that you 
don’t actually love her anymore? 
And even though the threesome 
was great, like, you’re just friends, 
and you don’t actually want to get 
married? And then you end it and 
she moves across the country to 
get away from you? So it’s been 

a rough few weeks. Plus outside 
drama, whatever, no big deal, but 
reading Sex Criminals makes me 
feel like a normal human being, 
when everyone else is making me 
feel like an outsider. And god damn 
it if | didn’t need the good laugh of 


SEX TIP Many classics of erotic cinema are being 
reissued on blu ray discs in 1080p, so you can really 
get an eyeful of seventies bush. 


seeing the “Salad Cake” shop at the 
food court. Salad made out of cake! 
Cake made out of salad! Might 
honestly be the hardest I’ve laughed 
in months. And then you turn the 
page and it’s just this beautiful, 
honest moment where the chicken- 
loving therapist is telling Jon he 
needs a friend and | have like a 
lightbulb go off and suddenly it feels 
like everything is going to be okay. 


So keep writing (not that ME telling 
you is going to impact you in any 
way, because who the fuck am 17), 
because you're doing a great thing. 
You're telling a great story and 
you're helping people. So thank 
you. 


Justin S. 


First off, sweet Troismblebrag. 


Second, | think you are 
pretending that whathappenedto 
Don Draper last season on MAD 
MEN happened to you. 


Third, “Salad Cake” was all Chip, 
just like every other amazing joke 
up in this mug. 


When I have threesomes with 
couples they instantly realize that 
they very much only want to be 
with each other. -CZ 


While we're all telling amazing 
stories of ejaculating on ourselves, 
one time when | was in high school 
| was ABOUT to have sex with this 
girl (who was 18! and | was 17! the 
sexiness is amplified!) when all of a 
sudden the phone starts ringing and 
my mom is calling saying if | don’t 
come home RIGHT NOW I’m going 
to be grounded until | graduate and 
that sounds like a long-ass time 

so I’m like “We can have sex next 
time... fuckfuckfuck” and | go home 
and | have the absolute most painful 
case of blu-balls in history (I like to 
keep up with the times so | spelled 
it blu instead of blue because... 
blu-rays. porn. don’t question it) so 

| go to the computer which is on the 
balcony above the family room and 


I’m in this big high-back computer 
chair which blocks the computer 
screen and | pull up some porn (on 
mute) and start fapping away and 
when | finish it flies over my head, 
over the back of the chair, and 
down into the family room, where 
my parents are watching TV. And 
nobody says anything for a long 
time and then my dad is like “hey... 
what are you doing up there?” and | 
don’t think | spoke to him again until 
my 21st birthday. K Bye. 


Justin S. 


Now I KNOW yovurre just ripping 
off MAD MEN. You’re such a 
“Peggy.” 


...What are the sexiest songs 
around? What are those groovy 
tunes that light up your loins and 
get your engines running? For me, 
I'd say “Body” by the Presidents, or 
“Flight of the Cosmic Hippo” or “Sex 
in a Pan’, both by Bela Fleck and 
the Flecktones. 


Looking forward to what comes 
next, 
Morgan S. 


It’s a toss-up between “Bonnie 
and Clyde” by Serge Gainsbourg, 
and the closing credits music 
from JURASSIC PARK. 


Also, you should under no 
circumstances have sex to 
Bela Fleck and the Flecktones 
what the hell is wrong with you 
Morgan. 


Yeah that’s right. You just got 
Fleck-shamed. 


The sexiest song is “Wipeout” by 
The Surfaris. The second sexiest 
song is “May We Fuck Now” by 
The Zdarskys. -CZ 


Just picked up Issue #8 of SC today, 
and | notice that you have finally 
dealt with the issue of catching 
parents in flagrante delicio (correct 


term, right?). Let me share my story 
on that impressionable issue: | was 
in my 20s at the time, and stupidly 
assumed that my mother and 
stepfather would be asleep AND be 
happy to be awakened by me with 
info on something | lost earlier that 
day (amazingly, cannot recall what 
it was). No mention of our newfound 
awkwardness was made, and | 
never had to see anyone in a dog 
collar, but | do wonder if | should 
have that talk one day... 

Just keep these coming (no “u” 
there, did you notice?). The first 
issue was released on my birthday 
and | am waiting for the glow-in-the- 
dark edible dildo movie tie-in merch. 
Seriously, this has to be made into a 
movie one on deep daze. 


Off to find a willing Brimper... 
KD 


In the story I stole for the 
Rainbow Pegging Walk-in 
Incident, there was no pegging 
but the dad banging the mom 
from behind, while pointing up to 
the ceiling and saying, “Let me 
show you where I’m gonna take 
you” over and over again. 


I omitted that detail because, 
come on. Nobody would’ve 
believed that. 


In issue 8, there was a Sex Tip 
about Spiderman. This reminded of 
this wonderful story from undergrad. 


| went to a small methodist college 
in the middle of Kentucky. During 
my four years there | met a pleth 


Steven I’m going to cut you off 
right there. Spider-HYPHEN-Man. 
Spider-Man. SPIDER-MAN. Get it? 


Now rewrite your fucking letter 
and resend it because it’s 
awesome but I cannot abide such 
laziness. 


Steven, don’t even bother 
rewriting it. You make me sick. 
-CZ 


SEX TIP Fellas! Having problems because of the 
generous girth or length of your member? Yeah that 
must really fucking suck for you bro. 


One of my favorite things about 
Suzie is her love of books and 
libraries. | also work in a library, 
which luckily is not being smashed 
with a wrecking ball. | was really 
sad to see that and hope next issue 
they’re able to somehow stop it 
(maybe by going to The Quiet?). 

| figured it’s about time that | try 
writing a letter to a comic book. | 
only started reading comics in 2013 
and I’m so glad | was brave enough 
to pick up a comic with a title as 
this. 


| know you love to hear stories 
about people finding porn in the 
woods, but | think Suzie would 

be a fan of my experience. Just 
last week, as | was doing my 

daily shelving of books, | noticed 
two white printer papers sticking 
out from the top of the shelf. | 

had to jump up a couple of times 
to grab them and then was not 
really surprised to find completely 
naked images of women printed 

in black and white from our library 
computers. | grabbed a stool to see 
if | could find anymore and pulled 
three more papers hidden away up 
top. This isn’t the first time this has 
happened here. It also occurred 

a couple of years earlier when a 
student shelver found some in the 
same location. The ones | found 
recently were printed late in 2013 
(they had a date on them), so it 
looks like we have a repeat porn 
printer offender that has been using 
our library for years. 


I’ve been hoping to hear weird 
stories that have happened to Suzie 
while working. | don’t work ina 
public library, but I’ve heard weird 
shit happens on a weekly basis 
there. | suggest you get in contact 
with your local library and see if the 
librarians have any juicy stories to 
tell. I’m sure the reference desk has 
been asked much more unusual 
questions in the past. 


Amanda E. 


out porn up there. But nothing 
sexual. Like—print out pictures 
of potted plants. Or gloves. 
Something seemingly innocuous. 
Take the naked lady pictures and 
replace them with Hott Plantt 
Pixx. See what happens. 


Librarians? What say you? Got 
any Weird Shit stories for us? 
emailthesexcriminals@gmail.com 


1 once fucked a printer. -CZ 


okay so my letter to you guys got 
published in issue 8, and i was 
basically like waaah best thing ever, 
and it WAS the best thing ever, but 
alas, my name got spelled wrong. 
before writing this email, i reread the 
part in the header that says “your 
typos/shame are your own and will 
be run as received” and i thought 
shit what if i spelled my own name 
wrong, fuck. so i double-checked 
and i spelled it right, crisis averted. 

i just met fraction at the brimper 
meetup at nycc, and he said “oh, 
send us another letter letting us 
know and we'll fix it!” so as per your 
request, sir, here’s my other letter. 
thanks for being so rad, guys! 


-allison r. 


Jesus are you FUCKING HAPPY 
NOW ALLISON ARE YOU HUH 
HUH ARE YOU 


Yeah, so, I’m asking for a friend, 
alright? What about Sex Crims 
toys? No, not those sorts of toys... 
Well, maybe not... Somewhere in- 
between? See what | did there? It’d 
be cool to have Suzie, Jon, Sexual 
Gary, and others as traditional 
“action” figures. Other ideas might 
include a Spencer the Speculum 
or that weird onion-creature thing 
that Doc Bob Rainbow seems to 
pull out of Suzie’s vadge. | have 
no doubt both of you can come up 
with some other great ones, and 


Wow. WOW. WOW. Okay—okay— ll the Brimpers of the world would 
okay so—so first off—you have just cobble them up. Twitter contest, 
to start leaving different printed- anyone? 


Mike 


That'd be great. Actual 
SEXCRIMS-branded sex toys 
would be great. All of it would be 
great. If you’re a toy and/or sex 
toy manufacturer hit us the fuck 
up. 


| want a Matt Action fraction 
figure. -CZ 


| wanted to let you know that | 

got some of your very special 
CumWorld hand sanitizer at 
HeroesCon this year, and | left it on 
my bedside table. During ‘Grown- 
Up Fun Time’ recently, my husband 
accidentally grabbed it instead of 
lube, and | laughed and had to point 
out his mistake since | wasn’t really 
going for alcohol-on-the-genitals in 
that particular moment. 


| can’t really fault him for seeing 
clear liquid in a bottle labeled 
CUMWORLD and making that 
assumption, so | did this to clear up 
any confusion for next time: 


Anyway, it cracked me up to see 
CumWorld-branded BUTT STUFF 
lube in issue 8, and | figured I'd let 
you know that I’d be in the market 
for that, too, if you’re looking to 
expand your products. 


Keep on brimpin’, 


Sarah B. 


That joke is my favorite CHIPPEN 
FAT joke so far oh GOD I can’t 
believe it took me nine issues to 


SEX TIP Milk milk lemonade / 


round the corner / 


won't get pregnant 


come up with CHIPPEN FAT. 


(See, Will Elder, back in the day, 
was the guy that would add a 
zillion little background jokes 
to MAD Magazine and he called 
‘em ‘Chicken Fat’ and Elder has 
been a huge inspiration on me 
and my life and was a touchstone 
for this book and Ive talked a 
lot in interviews or panels about 
‘chicken fat’ but CHIPPEN FAT 
come on so good jesus matt you 
dumby.) 


So, in issue 7 you posted my letter 
where | stated | had yet to realize 
my fantasy of an MMF. Then 

in issue 8 Christian C casually 
mentions his interest in one. Then 
another (the same?) Christian C 
posts a sweet little boudoir pic of 
himself with an issue of SexCrims. 


So | guess my question for him/ 
them is “how YOU doin?” 


Brimpingly yours, 
@fofacy 


Which answers his question of 
“how do you bring up an interest 
in an MMF?” Via the “Letter 
Daddies” forum, natch. 


Well kids? Get fuckin’. 


Really looking forward to the next 
BriMiMFer meetup. -CZ 


lam currently enjoying my NYCC 
immensely- not are there only 
groovy panels and such, but many 
men this year seemed sick of the 
double standards of women in 
cosplay, and | have seen sexy male 
versions of Mario, Bruce Banner, 
Finn the Human, and more. True 
heroes, all. 


Anyway, | was chatting with a guy 
in the food court, and we started 
talking about SexCrims. To 

my dismay, he informed me that he 
had JUST been in a panel where 
you both appeared, which | had 


somehow missed when perusing my 
schedule! He also told me about a 
brimper’s meetup yesterday, and | 
foamed with envy- especially when | 
saw his official brimper card. I’m so 
mad | didn’t know about that either- 

| have literally been bringing Issue 8 
with me to the Con to reread it in the 
open so that someone would notice 
and ask me about it so | could 
spread the Good Word of Jon and 
Suzie’s wacky misadventures. 


| humbly beg that you mail me my 
own brimper card, so that | may 
prove my worth to random passers 
by. “I’m a brimper!” | shall exclaim. 
“A what?” They shall inquire. “It’s a 
Sex Criminals thing!” | shall happily 
reply. And all shall become clear. 


Also, your comic makes me 
laugh and resonates with me 
emotionally, etc., etc., trauma of 
discovering one’s sexuality, yada 
yada repressive culture, blah blah 
communication and love. For 
realsies. 


Brimpfully yours (I hope), 
Gabriela 


P.S The other brimper was one 

of the coolest people I’ve met all 
weekend, proving that SC readers 
are the best. 


Well, here’s the thing -- the 
BrimpUp as it’s now become 
known was not our shindig. Nor 
were the amazing ID cards, the 
posters, the logistics, or anything 
else. 


This event, put on by Bri (@ 
Steer_Displaced) and Andrea (@ 
atvgeek82), happened one night 
during NYCC and was completely 
and totally amazing. I don’t even 
know how to... look, it’s been a 
crazy year. Completely crazy. 
From the opening night release 
party to NYCC, it’s been nuts. 
There was something really 
special about hanging out with all 
you fucking weirdos. We thought 
there’d be like 30 people tops. It 
was closer to 200. 


Uh... ’m gonna get sentimental 


here if I don’t shut the hell up. 
Gabriela, I'll see if any of those 
cards are still available. 


SPEAKING OF NYCC: here’s 

a first. A SEXCRIMS Missed 
Connections: Were you at the 
Image panel with Chip, BKV, 
myself, and others? Were you 
dressed as Captain Marvel? 
Does your name start with an M? 
Would you like to talk to that fella 
dressed like Nick Fury you were 
sitting next to again? Because 
he’d like to talk to you and feels 
dumb for not asking. If that’s you, 
write in, and Pil put you two in 
touch. 


“Touch.” 


SECOND MISSED CONNECTION: 
| was the man in the pungent, 
yet tasteful, Garfield costume. 
You were my wife. Come home 
please. -CZ 


| have a bonafide Sex Criminal 
power. | shit you not, sirs, | 

have a power. Ora curse, in 

some respects. See, whenever | 
masturbate, | have bad luck. Now 
| Know what you’re thinking: “this 
guy is fucking crazy, | can’t wait 

to make fun of him” but | am dead 
fucking serious. 9 times out of 10, 
| will have ferociously bad luck on 
a day | love myself. | mean car 
accident, bad traffic, girlfriend- 
cheats-on-you bad luck, and it has 
been this way since | was twelve 
years old, and | am just past my 
mid twenties. Needless to say, this 
stops me from jerkin’ it nearly as 
often as I'd like and causes a lot of 
sexual frustration to just mount, and 
half the time | can’t even enjoy it 
because I’ve either had a shit day or 
know a shit day is ahead. 


ALSO: 

If | haven’t bored you two to tears 
already or whatever, I’d also like 
some advice. See, I’ve been 
single for three years, since my 
last girlfriend cheated on me (and 
the one before that also cheated 


SEX TIP Try blindfolding and restraining your lover in 
bed so they can’t come stab your eyes out when they 
hear you refer to them as your “lover.” 


on me...BAD LUCK!) and it kind 

of maybe sent me into a serious 
depression that has only been 
exacerbated by what ostensibly 
amount to my family falling apart. 
And man, |’m really fucking lonely 
and have been for a lone time, but 
between being cheated on and just 
a string of failed first dates, | can’t 
even muster up the courage to ask 
a girl out anymore. My confidence is 
utter shit. So, how do | get it back? 


Mike H. 


| think the answer is all 

tied together: beat off more 
frequently. Like a monkey on 
acid, Mike. I want you to stop 
reading this, right now, go rub 
one out, then come back. Okay 
now go do it again. Okay now 
drink some orange juice or 
something so you don’t turn into 
a husk. 


Maybe your confidence and 
courage are tied up in the belief 
that beating off brings you bad 
luck, is what m saying. ’m 
saying, if you think that there is 
some cosmic curse connected to 
you chipping the ol’ Zdarsky then, 
my friend, “curse” doesn’t begin 
tocoverit. Because curses aren’t 
real. You got yourself a goddamn 
case of the yips, is what it is, and 
it’s spreading throughout your 
entire life. 


You dated terrible girls. 
Depression and family shit, that’s 
a hard road too, man, especially 
when they double up on each 
other. But man Im telling you, 
you have got to get out of your 
goddamn head. Nobody -- no 
cosmic force, no energy, no 
nothing nowhere nohow gives 
enough of a shit about you and 
your life to doom you a little bit 
more every time you spank it. 
You got the yips. A bad run. And 
it fucking sucks. And we all know 
how it feels. | swear, everyone 
knows it. Or they WILL know it 
and they'll need to hear from 
people like you who got through 
it. 


Go beat off all the time. As often 
as you can physically stand it. 
Eventually your stats will juke. 
You'll start to think of yourself 
as Not All That Cursed (“Hey, I 
beat off this morning, and instead 
of getting in a car crash, | had a 
waffle. Yay!’). And then maybe 
the rest will start to happen. See, 
if you honestly believe you’re 
being punished for jerking off, a 
pheromone is released that the 
opposite sex can detect. And it 
smells like run away. 


So, homework: right now, go 
rub one out. And everyone else 
reading this, go rub one out and 
think Good Things for Mike. 


Done and done! -CZ 


| have 2 simple questions for you: 
1.) Facesitting. Yay or nay? 


2.) AS a male, what is the most 
bizarre thing you have done with 
your dick? Like have you ever lined 
up water bottles and knocked them 
down with your dick?...it’s not like | 
have or anything, | just heard about 
it. 


Also your comic is pretty good | 
guess. 


Tyler F. 


1) Yay! 


2) I drew a heart with it—no 
hands!—and then wrote MF + KS 
in the middle and an arrow going 
thru it against a steamed-up 
glass shower door. Atleast that’s 
the most bizarre thing I’ve done 
with my dick recently. 


1) | literally know no other way 
to live. 


2) | whip my peeny back and 
forth, slapping my thighs with 
it like that weird drum thing in 
Karate Kid 2. -CZ 


...’ve been clean and sober for 8 
years and counting thanks to the 
mercy of God and the miracle of 
Alcoholics Anonymous. | used 

to attend AA meetings daily, | 

found morning meetings to be the 
most spiritual and powerful, and | 
thoroughly enjoyed the peace they 
brought into my life. A few years ago 
| accepted Islam, and while it came 
to me as the natural progression 

of my relationship with and 
understanding of God, my fellows 

in the rooms of AA didn’t see it that 
way. They welcomed my sharing 
less and less, and eventually | found 
myself on the outside of a place that 
used to feel like home. | was okay 
with that because | knew | had so 
much more to explore in Islam to 
help me build a deeper relationship 
with my Creator, but | miss the 
meetings and what they had to offer. 


| tell you all of that to tell you this, | 
now realize why the letter columns 
are so special. That level of truth 
and intimacy, the healing that comes 
from the sharing in those pages is 
like a great AA meeting. They’re the 
meeting I’ve been missing. Thank 
you. 


One last note, | don’t talk about 
Sex Criminals with anyone from my 
Mosque because | have a feeling 
they wouldn't get it (adultery is a 
major sin in Islam). But judging this 
book on that alone is like missing 
the porn-filled forest for the trees. 
Sex Criminals isn’t about adultery, 
it’s about people being able to find 
comfort sharing things they had 
mistakenly thought were shameful. 
There is actually precedent for 

this in Islam. Back in the time of 
the Prophet (pbuh), his wife Aisha 
would often come to the Mosque 
and sit behind a curtain/veil and 
answer questions for the men about 
women and sex. It was a safe place 
where they could ask questions 
without fear or shame. Very much 

in the same spirit as what the back 
pages of Sex Criminals has become 
for your many grateful readers. It’s 
crazy that your silly little book about 
sex and bank robbery could so 
quickly and naturally grow into so 
much more. Whatever it is you are 


SEX TIP Blow his mind in bed tonight! Tell him Shane 
is dead at the end of SHANE and that’s why he didn’t 
respond to the kid. He’s slumped over in his saddle even. 


doing, just please keep doing it. 


As-Salaam Alaykum (May Peace Be 
With You) 


Josh W. 


Man! First off -- good for you, 
Josh. Keep coming back, it works 
if you work it. I get eight years 
in about forty days from now, 
assuming I don’t, y’know, throw 
my whole life away to get fucked 
up. 


And second -- holy shit, what a 
bunch of bullshit. ’m sorry to 
hear about your home group. 


I had a very similar experience 
with organized religion when I 

was a kid; I fell in with a church 
group and felt, for the first time 
in my life, welcomed and a part 
of a community and then they 
found out I played Dungeons and 
Dragons and kicked me out. Like 
literally, | walked home through 
cold-ass lowa for like eight miles 
because they kicked me out. 


So that was it for me and god but, 
man, I’m really glad you found 
something like that. And I hope 
you can find another home group 
some day with a more open and 
welcoming conscience. 


Pd like to find a character in 
these pages some day with a 
significant religious connection 
in their life; letters like this only 
encourage me. 


| was 9. My mom took me to see 
“Wayne’s World”. After the movie, 
we were driving home when she 
asked me if | understood the slang 
they used. “What, like ‘cool’? Yeah, 
everybody knows that stuff.” “No, 
like when he held the card that said, 
‘This man blows goats.” She then 
explained oral sex to me. Then 

she explained in great detail how 
she and my dad did it oral style 
because his back always hurt, so 
they couldn’t have much typical 
“wee wee in the woo woo” sex. | just 
sat there thinking, “Please let me go 


deaf. Go deaf now. Now, please.” 
| was still young enough to think 
maybe, MAYBE | could be like the 
Human Torch and just yell, “Deaf 
Onl” 


Luckily, my older brother had videos 
of clown porn. 


Dan N 


Thanks for sharing, Dan. 


You also know that “Party on 
Garth” meant that Wayne wanted 
to snort coke off of Garth’s dick, 
yeah? -CZ 


| never get to tell this story because 
it’s very embarrassing to a certain 
person. But hooray for anonymous 
letters! So, in college - when these 
things happen - | had a one night 
stand with a friend of friend. Or at 
least we tried to. We had started 
making out at the bar and caught 
acab home, ditching our mutual 
friends. When we got back to my 
place the shitty lock on the door 
was broken and | couldn’t get in 

to my house. We were full of beer, 
sex feelings, and good ideas. First 
we tried to climb up to my bedroom 
window (the attic) but we fell, 
scratching ourselves and crushing 
the hedges on the front lawn. 


Then, | told this guy it was “totally 
cool” if he wanted to kick in the front 
door of my house. So of course 

he did it. Success. We step inside 
over the splinters of the doorframe 
and start making out furiously in the 
living room. Not even 30 seconds 
later our friends walk in through the 
back door (those geniuses!). They 
enter to see us covered in twigs 
and bloody scratches, standing 

in front of the broken front door, 
and shoving our hands down each 
others pants. 


We decide that we don’t have 
time to deal with their questions 
and proceed to run up the stairs 
to my attic bedroom. Things get 
even hotter up there until ... un 
oh... this guy is having a serious 


case of whiskey dick. He is 

super embarrassed and feeling 
intimidated, so he decides to 

leave the room to try and stroke 

it back up. He promises to go 

to the bathroom and come right 
back. Apparently the bathroom 
wasn't doing it for him, so he 

tried to go to the one unoccupied 
room of the house to feel more 
comfortable. About thirty seconds 
after he decided to do that, our last 
roommate came home and flipped 
on the light in his room. He catches 
my dude - like a terrified raccoon 
in your garbage - beating off in his 
desk chair beneath a giant Team 
America poster. 


Dude runs back upstairs, tells me 
he doesn’t want to talk about what 
happened downstairs. We go to 
sleep. The next morning he tells me 
about the Team American incident 
and we laugh our asses off. We 
keep talking and can’t stop laughing 
for hours. That was seven years 
ago. We’re getting married now. The 
‘About Us’ section of our wedding 
website says we met “in school”. 


Love, unicorns, and dildos, 
Lady Brimps 


Fuck yeah. 


| live in Japan, and | buy all of my 
comics digitally these days. So 
when | get deported for Googling 
“Sex Criminals Image” you guys got 
my back right? Anyway, | thought 
I'd tell you about some “local” news 
involving Porn in the Woods. It’s a 
doozey: a 70-year-old man in Osaka 
and his care worker were arrested 
for illegally dumping 550 Ibs of 
pornography at a local park. They 
filled 17 garbage bags with VHS 
tapes and titty mags and plunked it 
where any pre-teen boy could have 
found it. That’s enough smut to turn 
any grade school loser into black 
market royalty overnight! 


Here’s a link with a stunningly- 
accurate 3D recreation of the 
events, as is standard in Japanese 
news media: 


SEX TIP Communication is key so you should probably 
learn sign language since that ball gag practically 
lives in your mouth. 


http://newsonjapan.com/html/ 
newsdesk/article/109931.php 


| hope this comic runs forever. 
Brimpin’ Aint Easy; 


Vincent C 


HOLY SHIT IT’S WOODS-PORN 
SANTA. 


I’m gonna go leave “milk” and 
cookies in the woods and see 
what happens. -CZ 


...NYCC was awesome, especially 
that Friday hanging with you guys 
for like 10 minutes. But what made 
it better, was getting asked what 
“Brimping” means by a couple of 
laymen. | initially just said “hair 
fucking!” But Jeanine definitely had 
a better time explaining it. I'll let her 
tell you her explanations/side of the 
story in her follow up email to you. 


| just want to know if you’ve ever 
had to the pleasure of having to 
explain it to a non-informed? And if 
so, how did that turn out? 

Also, in your experience, is brimping 
easy? 


Non-Consensually Yours, 
Cesar 


Two readers actually brimped, 
and photographed it (was there 
a third person in the room?). 
Then | showed the photograph 
to Alisa Bendis, who is, among 
many other things like mom 
and business manager and 
accountant, the wife of Brian 
Bendis. Just, like. Here, Alisa, 
look what our readers do. Our 
kids were all there too. 


When someone sees my shirt and 
asks what “brimper” means, | 
freak the fuck out because | never 
go out and how did they get in 
my studio help -CZ 


Hey guys, just wanted to throw 

you a compliment you may be a 
little surprised to get. I’m asexual 
and | fucking love your book. | 

feel like a guy who has never had 
sex (not due to lack of opportunity 
mind you, I’m simply indifferent to 

it and prefer romantic, non-sexual 
relationships with cute girls) should 
have no business flipping through 

a sex centered comic written by a 
couple of perverts, (and | mean that 
with sincerest respect) but not only 
do | read it but it’s one of the two 
books | look forward to most coming 
out every month. You tell a hell 

of a story that perfectly balances 
completely fictional elements with 
absolute realism... 


Ryan C 


Id like to write an asexual 
sexcrim into the series but I’m 
not quite sure how. I appreciate 
you taking the ride with us in 
spite of it all...! 


| was wondering if u guys were 
going to sell the “running is bullshit” 
shirt and headband? 


Noah 


Yes! Yes. Keep your eyes on 
BRIMPER.COM. 


The name Robert Rainbow stuck 
in my mind after | finished reading 
issue 8 and it took me a while to 
remember where I'd seen it before. 
Roald Dahl has a short story called 
The Great Switcheroo about two 
men who agree to sleep with each 
other’s wife without the wives 
knowing that they weren’t slammin’ 
their husband. In the story, one of 
the man’s son was named Robert 
Rainbow and I’m curious if this was 
intentional or not. | mean, maybe 
you guys are big fans of Dahl’s 
kinkier and oompa loompa-less 
work? 


Daniel C. 


Ha! Shit, no. That’s amazing 
though. The real Robert Rainbow 
is a brother of a brimper we met 
in Seattle and the name was just 
so perfect I asked if we could use 
it. 


| don’t really have a reason to 
write to you guys but | just finished 
reading the letters in issue 8 and 

| wanted to send one in to feel 
included in something? 


| really love this book and love that | 
can relate to both of the characters 
so much. The one point that’s hitting 
the closest to home right now is 
being in your twenties and feeling 
like you’re just dicking around and 
not growing. It made me feel better 
in one of the letters when Matt 

said he felt like this is what your 
twenties are for. | just turned 25 and 
I’m trying real hard to get myself 

on a good path. Which | feel like | 
slowly am? | just moved to Portland 
from Hawaii (hope | run into you 
one day, Matt. | saw Bendis once 

at Fred Myer, the alarm went off as 
he tried to leave lol) so now I’m in 

a place were you can actually do 
stuff besides go to the beach? And | 
have a real life goal for the first time 
(I wanna be a voice actor! So hey, 
you ever want somebody to like say 
shit for you? I'll do it for free, | need 
experience okay). 


So | guess I’m doing good? | don’t 
know, | just wanted to talk to you 
guys because I’ve read so much 
from both of you on social media 
and all that that | feel like we’re 
friends. And | just wanted to tell my 
friends thanks and keep doing what 
your doing and being a positive 
influence. 


Burton O. 
Bendis is a compulsive shoplifter, 
Burton. Pm sorry you had to see 


that happen. 


And—and I think you’re doing 


SEX TIP For god’s sake eating ass is not literal 
what are you doing Sandra 


what you’re supposed to do. 
You’re doing what I did, anyway, 
but what the fuck do I know? Pll 
tell you this much: life is long if 
you’re lucky. And I think dicking 
around is crucial to making the 
most of it. 


| think my maid stole my vibrator. 


Emily H 


Whoa—you have a MAID? 


My gyno also compliments me 
on cervix. The last two times | 
have visited, he has told me | 
have “a nice cervix,” to which | 
have absolutely no idea how to 
reply, so | usually just go with a 
mumbled thank you. Thank you 
for including awkward cervix 


compliments in this glorious comic 
book. 


Also, | really appreciate young 
Robert’s response to his dad after 
he walks in on his parents. I’m ina 
Dominant/submissive relationship, 
and we have to hide it from 
everyone because of the negative 
stigma attached to BDSM as a 
lifestyle. | know he was just trying 
to get his dad off his back, but him 
telling his parents to just be happy is 
really awesome. It shouldn’t matter 
to anyone what we kinksters do in 
the bedroom as long as it is safe, 
sane, consensual, and makes us 
happy. It really bothers me how 
people think they are entitled to 
judge and criticize other people’s 
bedroom activities, whether it’s 
being gay or poly or into BDSM, 
because unless you are my sexual 
partner, the type of sex | have has 
no effect on you whatsoever and 
you need to butt the fuck out of my 
business. 


Basically, thanks for writing such 
an awesome book that is equal 
parts sexual goodness, humor, and 
amazing life messages. 


Sarah L. 


On that note, Sarah, enjoy this, 
from MATILDA SABAL: 


liave A Lovey CERVIX 


NEXT TIME: THREE BRIMPERS. 

TWO MOTEL ROOMS. ONE TRIP 
TO CUMWORLD. ZERO FUCKS 

GIVEN. 


FAN ART WOW HOLY SMOKES 


Dear wonderful people who make a 
wonderful book, 


Hi! My name is Ren, | live in 
Coquitlam, BC Canada and the 
only way | know how to show 
appreciation is to draw stuff. (That 
and making this weird clicking noise 


but the doctors tell me that’s not 
normal.) 


Attached are two pictures | drew 
of Suzie and Jon being cute. Also 
dildos, because dildos. 


| hope you are having a 


wonderful day. 
-Ren B. 
These are amazing. 


| hate myself. -CZ 


TlAllS COMIC CONTAINS 
GRAPFIC LANGUAGE, 
#BUTTS, #CRIIP, #MATT, 


DOWNSTAIRS 


BUSINESS 


